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Chapter  1  by  GeneralSh 

The  crack  of  dawn  was  said  to  have  come  over  an  hour  ago.  Lightning,  the  herald  of  a  dark  and 
gloomy  day,  sounds  its  horn,  booming  through  the  night,  lighting  up  the  sky  like  a  flash  of  hope. 
But  no  hope  will  be  found  tonight.  The  night  rules  supreme.  The  statues  of  the  death  jesters,  the 
metal  laughter  machines,  stand  guard  over  the  mire.  Not  even  the  sun  can  brighten  the  cloud  of 
dread  hanging  over  the  world.  Because  the  Arena  has  awoken.  The  great  metal  portcullis  that 
stood  watch  over  the  entrance  to  that  hellish  place  groaned  and  cried,  prying  open  like  a  dead 
miser  over  his  beloved  purse.  Below  the  hundred  foot  walls,  a  crowd  of  thousands  stand, 
silently  bearing  the  hideous  noise  of  screaming  metal,  begging  for  mercy  against  the  relentless 
cold  wind.  Many  were  shaking.  Most  were  crying.  They  have  all  been  chosen  to  be  a  part  of  this 
year's  Bloodfest,  with  all  of  them  brutally  butchering  each  other  in  ways  unimaginable  to  all  but 
the  wicked  Jester  Kings,  who  are  the  manifestations  of  the  evil  this  world  has  been  cursed  with. 
There's  an  evil  crackling,  followed  by  the  laughter  of  hell,  and  the  doors  start  to  close.  The 
crowd  surges  forward,  knowing  that  being  left  outside  those  gates  is  certain  annihilation.  Most 
make  it.  Most.  Those  that  aren't  trampled  underfoot,  skewered  on  the  portcullis  or  too  horrified 
to  move  make  it  inside,  while  the  portcullis  doors  finally  close,  like  the  miser  returning  from  Hell 
to  reclaim  what  he  lost.  Those  outside  are  left  to  watch  as  mechanical  harlequins  awaken, 
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heard  how  it  starts.  Sacrifices  are  chosen.  People  are...  eaten...  And  the  ritual  of  becoming 
occurs.  The  chosen  few  are  made  into  mindless  slaves,  forced  to  serve  the  ones  who  will  fight. 
Often,  the  ones  like  Mackson  end  up  the  slaves.  The  weak,  the  unintelligent,  the  ones  unable  to 
take  a  life.  Only  the  most  ruthless  and  most  brutal  are  allowed  a  chance  to  fight  for  their  life. 
But  what  happens  inside  those  walls,  as  Mack  has  no  way  of  knowing,  will  give  him  a  tool  that 
will  make  him  not  only  a  warrior,  but  possibly  even  a  contestant. 

Write  a  draft  for  chapter  2  of  8  (l  draft) 

©  You  need  to  login  before  writing  -  click  here 

Continue  the  story 


Flag  as  mature  receive  feedback 


Write  a  comment... 


About  Rooms  Feedback  (O)  Q 


See  more  of  Story  Wars 


or 


h  tt  ps :  //www.  sto  ry  wa  rs .  n  et/sto  ries/21 61 


2/2 


